though Lady Maryland was usually practical, she seemed
to take this piece of heroics quite seriously and even
speculated about the fare.
On Sundays we went to a church in Knightsbridge
called the Haven.    The vague poetry of its ritual cap-
tured our imagination.    The prayers were in Latin, the
hymns were often from Tagore, the altar was covered
with gold plate and the air was always full of incense.
The services were taken by an elderly and benevolent
cleric who described himself, I fancy, as a Bishop of the
Liberal Catholic Church.  Into his sermons, which were
very eloquent, the doctrines of every kind of crank faith
used to find their way.   The  Bishop  believed   in  re-
incarnation and euthanasia, and was a ferocious enemy
of blood sports.    It was a disgrace, he often declared,
that members of the royal family should patronize such
iniquities as fox-hunting and stag-hunting. The world s
useless people, he  held,  should   be  put  weekly  in  a
lethal chamber and gased.    After the evening service
he would stand at the door of   the   church,   beaming
broadly like a grey-haired Mr. Hore Belisha, to shake
hands with the congregation as they went^out.    The
inner circle of the worshippers, however, did not dis-
perse at once.   They went round to the Bishop's flat
for drinks and discussions that often lasted far into the
night.   Maurice, who was a server, was   one   of   this
inner circle, and was very conceited about it.   He used
to borrow books from the Bishop's library, on Buddftusm,
theosophy and the lives of the Saints, and when I hinted
that I would like to join one of the Sunday evening
parties he was almost rude.    uYou wouldn't be able to